And seeming weary of his reeling thus,

He means to sleep, being now fall'n nearer us.

So of the stars, which boast that they do run

In circle still, none ends where he begun;

All their proportion's lame, it sinks, it swells;

For of meridians and parallels

Man hath weav'd out a net, and this net thrown

Upon the heav'ns, and now they are his own.

Loth to go up the hill, or labour thus

To go to heav'n, we make heav*n come to us,

We spur, we rein the stars, and in their race

They're diversely content t'obey our pace.

But keeps the earth her round proportion still ?

Doth not a Tenarus or higher hill

Rise so high like a rock, that one might think

The floating moon would shipwreck there and sink ?

Seas are so deep, that whales being struck to-day,

Perchance to-morrow scarce at middle way

Of their wish'd journey's ends the bottom, die;

And men to sound depths so much line untie,

As one might justly think that there would ris

At exxi thereof, one of th'antipodes;

If under all a vault infernal be,

(Which sure is spacious, accept that we